ULTRA 


We like our women for 
what they are and for what 
they can do. What they are, 
however, includes such things 
as the clothes they dress in 
to please us or their wonder- 
ful fads. Many a man has mar- 
tied a woman because he fell 
in love with some exotic fad 
of hers. It is in the fanciful 
fads of woman that man finds 
the fulfillment of his dreams. 
There are some who would 
say that fads are foolish, but 
we know that if a thousand 
women were to walk before us 
we would only be attracted 
to the one who wore a smart 
pair of leather skyscraper 
heels or full length satin 
gloves.  Fads are limitless 
and we are always pleased to 
hear from our readers on their 
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favorites. We would also 
like to hear your opinions of 
the various women’s sports 
which you enjoy. 


When we say this is your 
magazine we mean it. It 
exists for no other reason 
than as a forum of various 
tastes and preferences, In 
this world, filled as it is with 
the commonplace, debased by 
the ugly, and bored with con- 
formity, we believe there is a 
place for our magazine. In 
it we will only print the ex- 
citing and the beautiful, the 
exotic and the bizarre, and 
all the sweet and wonderful 
adventures in the land of 
fancy. 


J.C 
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ON AND OFF THE МАТ 


Hi Fans! 


Girls, and even some of the men are always asking me, 
how a girl can get a start in wrestling. At first, she should 
watch a number of matches, then if she thinks she can take 
it, she should go to a good gym, hire an instructor, and be- 
gin her training. It’s a lot of hard work, and the only reward 
that girl will have for many months are the bruises, the 
scrapes and pained muscles. However, 1 want to tell you 
about how not to become a lady wrestler. 


Last week, after I came back from a wrestling tour that 
took me all the way to the West Coast, I dropped into the gym 
to keep in shape. (Wrestling is a sport in which you must 
constantly keep up exercise and practice.) I noticed a new 
girl doing head bridges on the mats. Whe was slim, blond, 
and built entirely of muscle. She weighed about 180 lbs. and 
stood at 5'3”. She looked like she’d make a great wrestler. 


Iasked Lou, my trainer, who she was. 


“‘She’s Mata Gordon; a real hellcat. She's in top condi- 
tion but she never has done any wrestling yet. She took some 
lessons over'in Chicago. I don’t know why, but every gal 
around here has taken a dislike to her.” 


I changed into my work-clothes, a slick one-piece number 
cut a little too skimpy for use in the ring, but very comfortable 
for practice and working-out, After coming out of the dressing 
room Lou came over and asked me if I would like to work out 
with Mata. “Sure I said.” 


I didn’t know what I was letting myself in for. Sometimes 
in the ring my anger gets the better of me, and I get nasty, 
but in practice, I go strictly by the rules as do all the girls. 
The gyms just don’t allow any grudge matches. We save those 
for real contests in the arena. 


We got into the ring and when Lou rang the bell we came 
out. Mata got the first hold on me, a head-lock, which she 
held tightly and perhaps a little too roughly. I kept my two 
feet firmly on the canvas pushed Mata forward and turned her 
head-lock into a neat hammer-lock. She tried to run out of it, 
but to no avail, I held it firmly, but since it was practice I 
didn’t hold it higher than I had to, to keep it. Then it 
started... 


First she kicked back at me catching me above the knee 
with her foot. I raised the hammer-lock higher to let her know 
that she couldn’t get away with a trick like that. Then she 
let me have her elbow right above my ribs. That arm of hers 
shot back like а steel spring. It really hurt! I lost the hold 
and taking advantage of her illegal blow she knocked me down 
with her fist and jumped on me with her feet! Lou jumped in 
and pulled her away, but not before she kicked me a couple 
of more times. 


Well I certainly didn’t expect anything like that. I got on 
my feet and grabbed her away from Lou; but before I was 
able to get a hold on her she was pulling my long hair and 
dragging me across the ring by my hair. I grabbed her leg 
and tripped her now that both of us were down on the canvas 
I had a better chance to teach this up-start a lesson. I 
caught her around the waist with a strong leg scissors. I 
didn’t spare the pressure. I brought my thighs together like 
a pair pliers hoping to cause her some real grief. She 
stoicly bore the pain of this potent hold, and by bridging 
and squirming finally worked her way out of it. 1 caught her 
head between my feet and for a second I thought I had her in 
a head scissors but it was not tight enough and she turned 
the tables on me, getting me in a terrible leg-split. 


At this point I felt outraged enough to play a little dirty 
myself. The hold felt likeI was going to be torn apart. In 
fact, I believe she would have torn me apart if she could. I 
took hold of the rope, and pulled myself away from her. 


Before she could use any more of her dirty tricks on me, 
I kicked her in the stomach. She stood there trying to catch 
her breath. I thought of running her head into the ring post, 
but I decided to pick her up and spin her around a little. 


I did just that until I began to feel dizzy, then I let her 
fall to the canvas, taking good care to catch her in the small 
of the back with my knee before she landed. It was simple 
to pin her and force her to give in then. 


Lou tried to pull me off her, but I wouldn’t until she had 
made amends for the way she acted. I wasn’t going to let 
Lou deprive me of that satisfaction even if I had to pin him, 
also. Well I think that taught Mata a lesson she was in need 
of. I haven't heard of her mis-behaving in the gym since 
that, and I only hope when she gets her chance to wrestle in 
the arena she remembers the training I gave her. 


So long for now, 
Rena 


Next month I will tell about the night I wrestled a man. 


FETISHISM 


by Dr. V. D. Corva 


Very little mention of fetishism exists in Freud’s writing, 
yet in patient after patient I found some trace of fetishism. 
After conferring with some of my colleagues, I became con- 
vinced that everyone is a fetishist to some degree! At the 
same time, certain patients evinced stronger tendencies 
towards it than most people. When it was known that I had 
become especially interested clinically in the subject, other 
analysts referred patients to me, who were troubled by their 
excessive interest in such objects as shoes (usually high- 
heeled), silk undergarments, leather goods, lace handker- 
chiefs, long hair, ear rings, and a number of other fetishes. 


Before discussing particular cases, it will serve us to 
understand what a fetish is. The term itself comes from the 
science of anthropology, a science scarcely older than that 
of psychology. It is the general term for the many objects 
and graven images which primitive people worshipped and 
held in greatest veneration. While in some cultures these 
fetishes were beautiful statues, in other societies, such as 
the Australian bushman, they. are nothing more than oddly 
shaped rocks. These objects were holy, provocative; they 
were prayed to; they had power. 


Modern man still has these kinds of fetishes: to some it 
is money which is revered; to others it may be a large flashy 
car. The superstitions of a thousand centuries do not die 
easily. 


However in the area of psychology we mean something 
quite different, although in some ways similar. А fetish here 
is also an object, of particular veneration, and no doubt en- 
dowed with certain power. Some of us worship these objects. 
A simple definition of a fetish would be: Any part of the 
body, or any article of clothing or any other material object, 
which is of sexual interest independently or associated with 
a particular person. This definition covers a wide area. It 
covers a relatively mild case where a man may be attracted 
to a woman because her breasts are large to a severe case 
where man has an interest in a pair of high-heeled boots in- 
dependent of the wearer. Most people, and here І speak of 
‘normal’ or average people as understood in terms of sta- 
tistics, have to some degree an interest in a particular part 
of a woman’s body. When long dresses were the style, legs 
were perhaps the most popular fetish. Now however breasts 
are by far the most popular and important fetish in American 
culture. The success of numerous movie stars can be 
ascribed to oversize mammary development. The most ef- 
fective way to advertise any product from wall paint to razor 
blades is by using a picture of sucha girl. A girl with 
“large breasts” is sex to the American male. You will 
notice that what we are concerned with is primarily a limit- 
ing or narrowing of the sexual interest and replacing the 
whole area by some one part of it. 


In patients who were under treatment for matters far re- 
lated to fetishism, I found that the breasts were a favorite 
fetish, which was what one might expect to find, Some pa- 
tients, however, were fetishistic about the legs, buttocks, 
and one romantic sort of fellow, a poet, was interested 
mainly in large dark eyes. He found himself attracted to a 
greater extent if eyebrow pencil, eyeshadow, and mascara 
had been used. 


Another type of fetish which concerns an interest in 
attire rather than any part of anatomy, is also found in al- 
most everybody. The shoe fetish is by far the most popular. 
The shoe fetish is often found coupled to a foot fetish or leg 


fetish. In fact the variations on particular fetishes are very 
numerous. We may speak of a shoe fetish in the following 
cases. 1) Where the individual is interested in shoes per se. 
2) When he is interested in shoes only if they are high-heeled. 
3) When he is interested in boots or old fashioned shoes. 

4) When he is interested in shoes made only of leather. 5) 
When he is only interested in shoes with straps (or buckles), 
and so on infinitum. 


As you can see, we may have a general fetish, i.e. shoes, 
but in an individual this will vary according to the very par- 
ticular preferences he has learned. We believe that these 
fetishes are learned preferences, but more about that later. 
Some individuals are interested in a combination of fetishes, 
for example high-heels, black nylon stockings, long black 
garter straps, short skirt and tight blouse. Often some of 
these combinations results in complicated and highly 
original costumes. 


In some cases the person is interested in a garment or 
garments and expresses that interest by wearing those gar- 
ments. Transvestitism is the term given to the most ex- 
{гете form of this behaviour. Many other factors are at work 
here and it is better to consider them alone and in another 
article. Many men will wear one or two items of feminine at- 
tire and usually these will not be apparent, like a corset, or 
panties. This is somewhat short of falling into the trans- 
vestite classification, so we mention it here as one of the 
manifestations of fetishistic behaviour. 


A third class of fetishism consists of various materials: 
leather, velvet, satin, silk, furs, etc. Any article made of it 
will suffice. 


One of the first things I try to make clear to my patients 
is that he must control his fetish and not allow the fetish to 
control him, This is easy advice to give, but think of the 
poor man who is literally compelled to follow any women he 
sees in the street who is wearing six inch heels! He will fol- 
low her for blocks, take the same bus she takes, wait outside 


of her house for days just to get а glimpse of her in those 
smart leather pumps. Often he will make a fool of himself 
by attempting to introduce himself to her. He may be beaten 
by her husband or boy friend, she may even notice him loiter- 
ing about outside her home and call the police. How would 
he be able to justify himself then? 


Other people seldom understand the fads and feelings of 
a fetishist. Some would even consider him dangerous, so 
strong is their prejudice and ignorance. Certainly when one 
feels an uncontrollable urge to indulge in his fetish, it is time 
to seek professional help from a competent doctor. On the 
other hand if he enjoys certain fads, and can derive satisfac- 
tion from them without involving soceity, then there is little 
harm in it. As] stated before we all have certain preferences, 
some of us do not recognize them and also fail to understand 
them. The primary purpose of this series of articles (one will 
appear in every issue) is to make clear what specific fetishes 
are, what causes them and to help understand them. Case 
histories from my own files will be used. Real names will 
be changed, but the incidents will not be. I will be interested 
in hearing about your problems, and although I cannot answer 
your questions directly, I will try to answer them in the pages 
of this magazine. 
NEXT ISSUE: FOOT & SHOE FETISH: illustrated and com- 
plete with case histories. 


TRANSVESTISM 


...men in female dress 


Confession 
of a 


Female Impersonator 


I was born in 1907 and was the youngest of three children, the older 
two being girls. I have always been small and frail, for even now 
althought I am thirty-one years old, I am only five feet four and a half 
inches tall (with my shoes on) and weigh one hundred and twenyt-eight 
pounds. My two older sisters were стату about me when I was little 
end I often served as their live doll when they took the greatest interest 
in dressing me up—always as a girl, of course. I have gone on picnics 
with them as their lit le sister, to avoid the embarrassment of being the 
only boy with a lot of girls, for I had beautiful long curls until I was 
almost nine. I went to a boys’ high school and always took a girl’s part 
in the plays which were produced. I was so well trained and dressed for 
my role by my sisters that many were astonished that I was really a 
boy. I seemed to take naturally to being a girl and gained a great deal 
of fun at masquerades and other parties and dances where I appeared 
as a girl. 

My father died when I was quite young. I graduated from High 
School in 1925, at the age of eighteen. My mother died shortly after 
that during the summer. I made my home with my sisters after mother’s 
death. All that summer and during the early Fall I tried for work, put 
in vain. I did manage to secure temporary work for about two weeks 
and I was called Miss Nancy by my fellow workers. As my search for 
work was in vain and my two sisters were working, I gradually fell into 
the routine of keeping house for them. I used to do the housework, cook, 
and sew. In the Fall I began to grow wearly of living off my sisters 
and made more determined efforts to find work, but with the same result. 
I looked too much like a girl to get a boy’s job. Then I thought that if 
I could not get work as a boy, I might get it as a girl. 

Fortunately the craze for bobbed hair was coming in, so I looked as 
though I had a boyish bob. For a week or so, while my sisters were at 
work, I would wear their clothes around the house, to get accustomed to 
wearing them. Then I began to watch the Female Help Wanted ads. 


My sisters approved of my plan and gave me valuable help and counsel. 
I gathered up courage to apply for a job as a salesgirl in a store and 
dressed neatly in one of my sister’s business suits. I applied for the 
position and got it. After working for a few weeks, I enrolled in the 
business courses at the nearby high school and attended evening classes 
to learn typewriting, etc. I easily passed for a girl and there never was 
the slightest astonishment at Miss Alice Louise Cooke, as I called 
myself. As the younger of my two sisters was just my size, she used 
to buy my clothes for me and if an alteration was necessary we would 
maké it at home. Thus my reasons for first becoming a girl were 
economic and physical, the latter due to my appearance; there never was 
the slightest suggestion of any perversion or homosexuality in my 
conduct. I always tried to conduct myself as a perfect lady and I must 
say that I have succeeded. 


When I first started working and going to evening school, I had 
to accustom myself to petticoats, skirts, and high-heeled shoes. I had 
difficulty, at first, with the corset or girdle, but 1 solved this by having 
one which was a size too small for me which I used to wear at night 
under my nightdress and sleep in it. Then gradually I became used to 
it, especially since my street one was a size larger and I developed little 
by little a perfect girl’s figure. 


I was a salesgirl for about a year and becoming quite proficient with 
my typing and then watched for a chance to become a stenographer. 
I found such a position and got an increase in salary thereby, getting 
twenty-two dollars a week. By this time, I had become used to my 
assumed role and gradually began to think of myself as a real woman, 
The first year was hard and I had to be constantly on guard lest I 
betray myself, but managed to survive without letting my secret become 
known. The only ones who knew it were my sisters. The neighbors 
became satisfied, for we had spread the report that I, the younger brother, 
had gone to New York to work, whereas I, Miss Alice Louise Cooke, was 
a boarder with my two sisters. 


My sisters never chided me for my work and we lived together 
happily. I was having difficulty with my beard and used to shave very 
carefully each morning and often in the evening, if we went out. I 
solved this problem by going to a beauty shop, where I posed as a female 
impersonator who wished the electric needle treatment to remove his 
beard for stage and professional reasons. I took this treatment for 
almost three months, before the last vestiges of my bread disappeared. 
Since then I have had no trouble with it and can apply creams and 
powders to my face without fear, for my sisters taught me the art of 
make-up. I presented myself аз а female impersonator at the beauty 
salon, so that I could come there as a woman without exciting comment. 


I was now buying all my own clothes, except the girdles, which my 
sister used to buy for me, since these would be tried on in the store. 
Now I buy all my own clothes including the girdles and even try them 
on in the stores without exciting comment. The reason that I do this 
is that I read an advertisement several years ago in which artificial 
limbs and artificial breasts for women who had lost their breasts through 
operations were advertised. My sister investigated and bought a pair 
of breasts for her “aunt” who unfortunately had lost her breasts as the 
result of an operation. So now for years I have had this further help 
in the moulding of my bosom and the formation of my.bust. No longer 
do I have the slightest embarrassment in trying on girdles and dresses 


in the ргевепсе of salesladies or appearing їп а new girdle without slip 
or dress before their inspecting eyes. 

In fact, I have been complimented by some on my girlish figure, 
though this may have been mere sales talk. In my street attire, too, 
this has helped me greatly in presenting an even and smart appearance 
to my bust, instead of the flat-bosomed and boyish appearance I used to 
pretend to cultivate. Now sans beard and with well-rounded breasts, I 
am always accepted for what I appear to be, a trim, well-dressed and 
well-groomed woman. No one of my acquaintances has the slightest 
doubts concerning my sex. As the result of my years of training and 
being constantly on guard, I even unconsciously think of and refer to 
myself as one of the feminine gender. I do not have any strain now 
in keeping my role, which has grown to be second nature to me. I 
am accepted as а. serious-minded young woman who likes a good time 
but who abhors anything pertaining to sex matters. No longer do I feel 
embarrassment when, in other girls” homes, they change their clothes, 
for I had schooled myself to this long ago by forcing myself to watch 
them and compliment them on their figures, 

I have been a secretary now for nearly five years, having been 
promoted as a result of my efficient work as a stenographer. My boss 
doesn't dream that he and I are brothers under the skin. Everyone is 
kind and courteous to Miss Cooke. For the most part 1 have had little 
difficulty with mashers. On vacation one year a “sex maniac” attempted 
to attack me, but my screams brought people to the rescue and 1 
escaped unhurt and without loss of reputation or knowledge of my trie 
sex being revealed. 

I live alone now. My older sister died in childbirth. My other 
sister, who was always my best friend, has since married, and I am 
“Aunt Alice” to her two boys and little girl. She, too, no longer thinks 
of me as anything but a sister and frequently we talk of the old days 
when we were growing up. She claims that she raised me right and 
made a “good woman” out of the poor material I furnished her. She 
and one other are the only living souls who now know my secret. The 
other is a doctor to whom I have had to go for medical treatment a 
few times. He was very kind to me after I had told him my history 
and why I had assumed the feminine role. Once he was assured that I 
was not a homosexual he swore to keep my secret and treat me when I 
am ill. Of course the whole secret will come out at my death, but I 
shall not be here to worry about that then. My physical handicaps 
together with economic reasons alone forced me into the role I am playing. 

Marriage for me is, of course, out of the question. I have often 
thought that if I could meet some girl who was posing as a man I 
might consent to go through the marriage ceremony and change my 
“Miss” to a “Mrs.” Thus far I have not found one, and have not looked 
for one. Before taking that step, I should have to be absolutely certain 
that such a one would respect my secret until death before I marry. 
Probably I shall never find such a one. My wants are few now. I 
have a fine position and a tidy sum in the bank for a rainy day. I have 
been able to help my sister financially with some of her problems and 
I am a real aunt to her children. I belorg to two girls’ clubs and 
attend all their functions; I dance regularly and enjoy myself. I avoid 
petting parties, of course, though at times I have allowed my head to 
rest on another boy’s shoulder. Only once has a boy dared to put his 
arm around me; such a liberty has never been taken with me a second 


time. 


I ARRIVED at Stickleback Cove 
feeling that this was the sort of 
place where nothing could 
possibly happen. 

It is one of these back-of-beyond 
spots to which hardly anyone ever 
goes. You might for all the world 
be on a desert isle. They have let 
it remain just as Nature made it. 

Only two people got off the "биз 
—myself and the small blonde. 

The small blonde stared at me. 
Istared at the blonde. Our mouths 
fell open like a brace of mechani- 
cal grabs. 

“Blow me down!” the blonde 
cried. “Uncle Mike 

“Little Susie, as ever was!” 1 
retaliated. 

My niece Susie was the last 
person on earth I had expected to 
meet in this outpost. She is so 
much the townee. She likes bright 
fights, show business glamour, the 
thrill of chasing defenceless males 
-—preferably guys with money, 
though she will play havoc with 
anything in a tweed jacket. 

“You here on holiday?” I asked 
incredulously. 

She wrinkled her flirtatious 
nose, “What, here? Lawks, no, 
T'm here on business, Matter of 


fact, they're shooting scenes for a 
movie here. Location stuff. I've 
got a small scene in it.” 

“Intriguing,” I smiled. “Tell me 
more.” 

She glanced at her watch. “I 
can spare a little while, then I 
must go and join up with the 
location unit.” 

We wandered over to a white- 
washed inn, and 1 bought my 
niece a gin-and-lime. 

“There are some South Sea 
island shots in this film,” Susie 
explained, “and a gang is working 
down here because this is the 
nearest thing in England to an 
island in the Pacific.” 

“And how do you come to be 
in it?” I prompted. 

“Well, I signed up with an 
agent who gets glamour girls ‘bit’ 
parts. He sent my picture to the 
Director of the film, and—hey 
presto—Pm told to report and do 
my stuff.” She sank the gin with 
a practised flick of her wrist. 

“Not a big part,” she went on. 
“A sort of fight scene, I have to 
struggle with a rather savage 
native girl who's supposed to have 
a down on me.” 

I studied Susie dubiously. 


Despite the well-developed figure 
which she has always flaunted 
shamelessly, she isn’t more than 
five feet. “Hope it isn’t too real- 
istic,” 1 said. “You're only a little 
thing, after all.” 

“Little, but dynamic,” Susie 
answered in that impudent, slightly 
husky voice that has made mince- 
meat of masculine hearts at all 
points of the compass. 

Dynamic? Well, yes. Even 
atomic maybe. I had always been 
a little scared about Susie’s future. 
She was a beautiful and animated 
little animal, irresistible, unpre- 
dictable, and utterly heartless, 

“It's time you settled down,” I 
told her sternly. 

She tossed her head of butter- 
coloured curls. “I'll do that when 
Гуе finished having fun,” she said. 

“Last time I heard of you,” I 
said, shaking my head, “you were 
supposed to be in love with a 
fellow called Peter Someone-or- 
Other—another poor fish you had 
got those scarlet fingernails into.” 

“Well, 1 like that!” Susie 
pouted. “If you mean Peter Rich- 
mond, the poor fish was in love 
with me. He was nuts about me. 
Never left me alone.” 

“But you encouraged him, no 
doubt?” 

Susie released a little spray of 
laughter. “Maybe just a teeny bit 
—till I found out he had no 
money. The poor boy was so up- 


set when I jilted him. He was 
quite nice really." 

“You're a little minx,” I told 
her, “and its a pity that Peter 
Richmond or another of your 
victims hasn't given you a spank- 
ing. I sometimes feel like doing 
it myself.” 

“If you talk like that,” Susie 
said, tickling me under the chin, 
“I shan't let you watch me doing 
my scene.” 

“I get a grandstand view, do 1?” 
1 grinned. 

“In return for the gins,” she 
answered pertly. “I can't buy you 
опе back. Funds are low till the 
next rich boy friend tums up.” 

We found the location unit 
fifteen minutes later. They were 
hard at it on the sands. There 
were cameras on trucks, mikes on 
long tentacles, yards of cable like 
spaghetti, and umpteen people 
milling about, shouting and arm- 
waving. 

Somebody claimed Susie, and 
1 found myself alone among the 
technicians, the extras, and the 
paraphernalia. I sat on a rock to 
watch the film crowd swarming 
like bees. It was intensely fascina- 
ting. 

Quite a long while later I be- 
came specially: attentive. They 
were ready to shoot my niece's 
"bit, and a tall, rugged fellow in 
a T-shirt and safari pants was 


briefing Susie and a big, black- 
haired girl. 

The big, black-haired girl had 
been browned all over to look like 
a native. She was quite a hefty 
lass, with an Amazon's body and 
muscular limbs, and I reckoned 
she made two of little Susie. 

There was a lot of talk, then 
somebody shouted: "Okay, roll 
'em!” And Susie and the beefy 
brunette went into action. 

The 'native girl' seized Susie, 
shook her as a terrier shakes а 
rat, put her down, then smacked 
her soundly in the kisser, Susie 
sat down suddenly on her poste- 
rior, blinking dazedly at her 
attacker. 

“For Pete's sake! Let's have 
more realism!” yelled somebody. 
“Do it again, and make it look 
real!” 

Susie staggered to her feet. The 
tough, black-haired popsy took a 
handful of the small blonde, lifted 
her off the ground, held her at 
arm’s length, and bashed her 
about a little. Susie sat down 
again, shaking her blonde head. 
The scowl she wore certainly 
wasn't acting. 

“How was that?” enquired the 
tall character in the T-shirt, and 
looked towards the Director. The 
latter was sitting in a canvas 
chair beside a camera. Even be- 
hind his huge dark sun-glasses, 
you could see he wasn't satisfied. 

“Lets have it again, Larry," 
the Director said. 


. Take Three . . . roll 


Once again the big bronzed 
baby set about little Susie. 

1 experienced а slight urge to 
go`in and rescue my niece from 
the slaughter. But, anyway, this 
was попе of my business, and 
Susie—who always does the un- 
expected—might very well tell me 
to get to hell out of it. 

“Just once more,” the Director 
said, and I glanced at him. 

He looked quite calm and un- 
ruffled, the acme of complacency. 
Indeed, he seemed to be enjoying 
what he saw, because there was а 
noticeable smile fleeting about his 
mouth. 

Just alongside me, a guy was 
playing with levers and switches 
on some kind of sound-recording 
apparatus. I bent over—moved by 
an impulse—and spoke to him. 

A minute later I had left the 
sands and was on my way to 
catch a "bus out of Stickleback 
Cove. I didn't care to stay and 
face a bruised and battered Susie 
—a Susie flattened by humility. 
Maybe, after all, I like her impu- 
dent and brazen and selfish . . . 

You see, I had asked the tech- 
nician: “Who is directing this 
film?” 

And he replied: “Bloke called 
Peter Richmond.” 

“T see,” I said, and that's when 
I decided to leave. 


“ Don’t interfere—suppose it was your wife, you wouldn’t 


want anybody untying her, would you 


WHY DRESS 
AT ALL? 


HY, from the cradle to the 

grave, do we spend so much 

time and effort covering our 
bodies with a variety of garments 
rather than leaving them exposed to 
the air and the sun and the inquisitive 
glances of our fellow-beings? 

Decoration is considered by psy- 
chologists to be the primary motive 
for originating dress and a powerful 
one in maintaining it. Modesty is 
accorded a second place and pro- 
tection from physical danger (hot and 
cold, germs, enemies etc.), which our 
conscious mind is trying to put first, 

. selfdisplay in 15 considered a latecomer whose 

sexual and social advantages have become appreciated 

spheres and developed long after the habit 
came into existence. 

The essence of decoration is self- 
display in sexual and social spheres. 
It achieves its purpose either by 
underlining with the aid of the gar- 
ments the bodily qualities, or else by 
subtle concealments which make the 
mind suspect and dwell all the more 
оп such qualities. There is indeed a 
third way in which garments can 
serve sexual self-display. They them- 
selves can act as direct symbols of 
various significant parts of the body. 
Dreams reveal such things as the male 
sexual symbolism of a hat or a tie and 
a feminine sexual meaning in garters, 
jewels, etc. 

The social forms of self-display are 
mote evident And clear than the sexual 
ones. Garments are used extensively 


. men's dress is 
n undecorative and 
to add to one's self-respect and sense static 


of power and to assure the respect of 
o:hers. The second motive, modesty, 


. modesty is 
гсе working 
opposite to self- 
display 


is a force of considerable strength, 
working in the direction opposite to 
that of self-display. In the social 
sphere it may limit to varying extents 
the more individual ways of exhibiting 
one's self. For instance, one may be 
embarrassed by one’s sports jacket at 
a formal dinner party. 

The third reason for dressing— 
protection from heat and cold, physi 
cal dangers, enemies, infections—is 
held by our conscious mind well in 
front of the other two, and probably 
to an unwarranted extent and with 
the secret purpose of covering up the 
other more psychologically disturbing 
motives. 

Oneshould, perhaps, mention here a 
rather more elusive form of protection 
afforded by clothes—protection 
against lack of love. This may be 


more easily appreciated when we think on the one hand of 
mother's love bestowed on the child with each garment, and 
on the other hand of buying a new coat or putting on an 
extra warm pullover when things are difficult and the world 


seems hostile. 


This is the basis of fashion. ‘The process happens somewhs* 
as follows: significant changes in 


dress which may give rise to a new 
fashion are usually originated by the 
members of the upper class or of a 
prestige group, e.g. famous actors, 
sportsmen, etc. This is a means of 
their self-expression; they feel suffi- 
ciently free and superior to make such 
great personal innovations. Their 
tailors and designers may suggest 
certain styles to them, but they will 
use their personality and tastes їп 
choosing what they want to wear. 
People of the lower competing Í 
classes will follow the lead of the 
prestige bearers in order to elevate 
themselves, but the new style would 
not have a sufficient following to start 
a fashion unless it appealed to some- 
thing in the people and expressed 
their own needs and aspirations. 


... putting on an 


when the world 


The fashion satisfies two contradictory desires, the one 
for distinctiveness and individual self-expression and the one 
for conformity and solidarity with the group. But the final 
say in matters of new fashions rests with people's: current 
states of mind and not every style sponsored by Paris designers 
meets with the expected success. A most profound and subtle 
knowledge of mental processes and social conditions is 
needed to prophesy with any degree of accuracy what will 
be accepted and what rejected. 

We have touched only the fringes of the subject. We want 
to know much more. We want to know, for instance, why 
the two sexes differ to such an extent in their garments ; why 
men’s dress is relatively undecorative and static; what is 
the future of the dress and fashion ; and above all we want to 
know about these things in terms of length of the waist, 
width of the skirt at the hem, depth of the décolleté, and 
height of the dress 
above the ground. 
And what is the 
explanation for а 
woman making a 
composite picture 
of half creation in 
her attire—fruit and 
flowers on her head, 
the coat of a fox 
draped about her 
shoulders, a strip of 
snakeskin round her 
waist, a crocodile 


... people of the lower competing 


bag in her hand cases will follow the lead of the 
and the skin of a prestige bearers in order to elevate 
shark: for shoes > themselves by зо doing 


“The Martini is in the cabinet” 
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POINTS ABOUT THE EQUIPOIS! 


E WAIST. 


INE of the most exclusive and expen- 

sive beauty salons in London's West 
End is run by Helena Rubenstein. The 
course she prescribes for slimming makes 
ап army endurance test look like а tiny 
tots’ outing, Yet her large clientèle swear 
to feeling better after she has given them 
the works. 

“The photographs reproduced here may 
look to the male eye like examples of a 
modern torture chamber. In fact, they 
reveal the very latest equipment used to. 
remove those unwanted pounds. 


Why beautiful Polish-born Vanda 
Hudson should want to try the course 
we do not know, for few girls could be 
less in need of such expensive (and 
exclusive) treatment, 

However, Vanda went through the 
complete works which had her stripped, 
weighed, steamed, pummeled, vibrated, 
rubbed, massaged, stretched and 
showered. Without a mutmur of protest 

Her comment when it was all over? 
“T feel wonderful.” 

The stamina of these women! 


Prizewinning film, “Miss Julie” explores 


the dark side 


A NOTION has got about in some quar- 

ters that Sweden is a cold, beauti- 
ful and slightly boring country, with tall, 
handsome inhabitants devoted mainly 
to hard work and gymnastics. Film- 
goers, however, on the evidence of 
Smiles of a Summer Night and the prize- 
winning Miss Julie, are likely to remem- 
ber Swedish thrill rather than Swedish 
drill. Swedes on celluloid are the slaves 
of stark passion in exceptionally photo- 
genic surroundings. 


of love 


Here's Miss Julie back from the barn 

her flexible figure set off by the 
long dress with bustle in fashion then, 
her eyes mischievous in the proud, attrac- 
tive face—dropping into the kitchen and 
inviting Jean out for another dance. 
Wanting, among other things, to keep his 
job, the valet points out how indiscreet 
this would be, tactfully pretends he had 
promised the next dance to Kristin. But 
it’s an order. 


A Umaron 
Ох ы Dui 
Ip y 


LEOPOLD 
VON 


SACHER-MASOCH 


A all the military roads in 
Russia regiments, guns, and 
munition-columns were marching 
southward. 

“We are going to war with the 
Turks!” the soldiers said. “Our 
little mother, the Czarina, wishes 
for peace; but Potemkin wants war 
—and so war it is to be!” 

The unfortunate soldiers — who 
marched into the camp at Cherson 
singing their national songs, appar- 
ently in a war-like frame of mind, 
but who were all the time think- 
ing with heavy hearts of the room 
at home, with its smoky pictures of 
saints, or of their blue-eyed swe 
heart—had, in their simple way, hit 
upon the truth, Catherine IL was 
quite inclined to repose in peace on 
the blood-stained laurels which she 
had earned, and did all she could 
to avoid the threatened collision with 
Turkey; but Potemkin insisted on 
war, and challenged the Sultan to 
a trial of strength by his insolence. 

The neighbourhood of Kherson 
was already swarming with regular 
regiments of the line and of caval- 
ry, with Cossacks and newly-levied 
"Tartars; and in the circle which sur- 
rounded Potemkin—and which, in 
St. Petersburg, was called his ser- 
aglio, on account of the number of 


beautiful Amazons who set the fash- 
ion there—the campaign was spoken 
of as if it had already been brought 
to a favourable conclusion, and they 
all seemed to wish то indemnify 
themselves for their coming dangers 
and privations by numerous grand 
entertainments, when Prince Bes- 
borodko, the Secretary of State, ap- 
peared in the camp. 

Potemkin stamped his foot angrily 
when he heard of his arrival, for he 
did not for a moment doubt that the 
Prince's mission implied a cessation 
of his undertakings; not that it was 
the work of his enemies at Court, 
but the insolent Tauridan also well 
knew that the Prince was a favour- 
ite of the Empress, and that in this 
case it was as well to be polite and 
courteous, and therefore he received 


the Secretary of State with every 
appearance of friendliness. 

“My dear Besborodko,” he ex- 
claimed, grasping his hand, “what 
brings you—the dove bearing the 
olive branch of peace—here, where 
cannons have most to say?”—“Alas! 
alas! your Excellency, I see myself 
transferred here, where the Empress 
but lately was enchanted by the 
progress of peaceful works, to a 
military camp, without my having 
any idea what your intentions were 
with all this marching and these 
war-like preparations.”—“Is it pos- 
sible that you, the celebrated diplo- 
matist, really cannot guess that what 
you see here is a prelude to war?” 
Potemkin said, with a mocking 
smile.—“I think that we are at peace 
with all the European Powers,” 
Besborodko replied. — “Certainly,” 
Potemkin said. “My preparations are 
only against a Power which belongs 
to Asia, and which we shall drive 
back there, I hope.”—“Your old fa- 
vourite idea!” the Secretary of State 
replied. “What Russian heart would 
not beat high at the thought of driv- 
ing the Turks out of Europe! But 
we cannot always act as we wish, 
and there are some Great Powers 
whose interest it is to support Tur- 
key. What you have begun here 
is a dangerous game, your Excellen- 
cy, and I have come to warn you 
that it may have consequences which 
we cannot foresee—for us and for 
you as well."—“Are you speaking 
in the name of the Empress?”—“Cer- 
tainly,” Besborodko continued; “and 
her Majesty has sent you the troops 
that you asked for. An autograph 
letter from her, of which I am the 
bearer, gives you the supreme com- 
mand over the army, and absolute 
power in everything in case of war.” 

Potemkin hastily put out his hand 
for the letter—which the Secretary 
of State handed to him—with un- 
concealed pleasure; and the latter 


said, “I repeat emphatically, in case 
of war; but it will not come to war.” 
—“Let me manage all that!” Potem- 
kin said.—“On the contrary, we have 
managed it so that peace will be 
preserved,” Besborodko said; “for 
the Empress hopes to obtain more 
thus than by successful battles. The 
French Ministry has sent a courier 
to their Ambassador, Choiseul, in 
Constantinople, with the mission to 
pacify the Porte."—"To pacify the 
Porte!” Potemkin burst out; “as if 
we had any reason to fear its anger! 
Oh, the changeability of a woman's 
mind! How grand Catherine's views 
were but a short time ago—what 
bold language she used—and now her 
only wish is to pacify the Sultan!” 

Besborodko’s countenance re- 
mained impassive. 

“My mission is also to tell you 
to avoid any collision with the Turks 
as long as possible."—"In fact, the 
long and short of it is, that we shall 
not declare war against the Turks?” 
= iNo.” 

Potemkin went up and down with 
great strides. 

“Much regret is naturally ex- 
pressed in St. Petersburg that such 
an excellent General should again 
lose the opportunity of gaining a 
victory,” the Secretary of State add- 
ed, with withering malice. 

Potemkin looked at him fixedly 
for a moment; then he went close to 
him, and slapped him hard on the 
shoulder. 

“You are alluding to the ribbon 
of the Order of St. George, which 
I have not got, and which a Gen- 
eral can only obtain after a decisive 
victory. You may rely upon it, 
Prince, and do not forget to tell 
this to your friends in St. Peters- 
burg, that I shall go to war with 
the Turks because I have not got 
that ribbon, and that I shall defeat 
them so thoroughly that there will 
not be a single person in Russia 


who will not say I fully deserve it! 
Adieu!” 

Without troubling himself about 
the Empress’s orders, Potemkin con- 
tinued his military preparations, and 
then began to move his troops to- 
wards the Turkish frontier, much 
to the terror of the Secretary of 
State, who showed fear of remain- 
ing by his side. 

In St. Petersburg, Potemkin was 
already being spoken of as a rebel; 
but fortune favoured him as it 
does but few, and this time also it 
came to his assistance. 

Whilst the beautiful adventuress- 
es whom the war-like trumpet-call 
had enticed thither were sitting at 
cards in company of a number of 
officers in his palace, Besborodko 
came in as pale as death, carrying 
a despatch in his hand.—“You were 
right,” he said; “the courier who 
was sent to Choiseul has been mur- 
dered on the road by the Turks, 
and the Porte has declared war 
against us"—"Hurrah!" Potemkin 
cried. “Bring some champagne! We 
are at war, my children; until our 
next meeting, Besborodko, this day 
next year at Constantinople!”—“My 
mission is at an end," the Secretary 
of State said, "and yours is begin- 
ning.”—“A prosperous journey to 
you," Potemkin replied, “and tell the 
people in St. Petersburg that they 
will soon hear from me." 

"Whilst the champagne glasses 
were clinking against each other 
in the palace, and the shouts of joy 
were taken up from the town in the 
camp, where a hundred and fifty 
thousand men decorated their hel- 
mets with oak leaves amidst loud 
"Hurrahs" Potemkin had sent for 
General Suwarrow. 

When Suwarrow entered, Potem- 
kin was sitting at a table оп which 
he had spread out his map, whilst 
his niece, Countess Branizka, was 
looking at it as well, with her beau- 


tiful arms resting on his shoulders. 
Behind the table stood a Turkish 
ottoman, on which two women of 
dazzling beauty were lying. Their 
hair sparkled with jewels, and their 
long, open dresses of some gold- 
embroidered Persian material were 
trimmed with costly furs, and their 
whole attitude was that of two Sul- 
tanesses in a harem. Close to them 
there stood a young woman in a 
green velvet riding habit. She was 
tall and voluptuously made, with 
abundant light hair, and that look 
which tames wild animals and sub- 
jugates men. She was teasing the 
two women on the divan with her 
riding whip, and so there was noise 
and laughter on all sides, until the 
tall, thin man, with the pale sickly 
face, in his discoloured uniform, 
stepped up to the table and care- 
lessly rested his hand on it, when 
deep silence immediately ensued. 

“It is a good thing that you have 
come, General,” Potemkin said, giv- 
ing him his hand. “We are at war, as 
you know, and we advance immedi- 
ately. My plan is already. prepared, 
and now I should like to have your 
opinion.” 

Suwarrow looked at the two 
beautiful women, who scanned him 
curiously; he knew Countess Bran- 
izka as well as Potemkin’s two mis- 
tresses, one of whom, with blue- 
black hair, and the noble face of an 
Aspasia, was a Greek, Zeneide Ko- 
lokotonis by name, whilst the other, 
with a delightful little snub nose, 
was a daughter of the house of Po- 
tozki, which was renowned for its 
beautiful women. He did not know 
the Amazon in the green velvet 
dress, but she seemed to make an 
impression upon him, for his looks 
rested on her more than they usu- 
ally did on any woman. 

“I have certainly been already 
thinking over this campaign,” Su- 
warrow replied, with his characteris- 


tic dryness, “but this is scarcely the 
place to speak about it. Plans must 
remain secret until they are brought 
to light by deeds, and women chat- 
ter.”—“You hear, ladies,” Potemkin 
said, with a laugh, “the General is 
so susceptible to your charms, that 
he will not be at all angry if you 
leave us.” 

The two Sultanas rose up, half 
lazily, half unwillingly, and Count- 
ess Branizka laughingly followed 
their example; only the woman with 
the commanding eyes did not stir. 

"T suppose that your edict does 
not apply to me also, General?” she 
said, quietly.-"And why not?” Su- 
warrow asked, in the same manner. 
—“Because I belong to the army.” 
—“You?” How so?"—"Countess Iwan 
Soltikoff is in command of the Sim- 
birsk regiment,” Potemkin observed. 
—“Үез, in times of peace, when the 
game of soldiering is a pastime like 
ball, or a love intrigue,” Suwarrow 
replied, knitting his brows; “but the 
Turks will not fire blank cartridges 
like the guards do at reviews at 
St. Petersburg."—"You are not fond 
of us women, General,” the Solti- 
koff cried; “I know it."—"Especial- 
ly not when they wield a sword in- 
stead of a cooking-spoon.” 

“So you are one of those heroes 
who are frightened of women, and 
even allot them a subordinate place, 
because they feel that Nature de- 
signed woman to be man’s ruler,” 
the handsome Amazon replied. “But 
as long as a woman sits on the throne 
of Russia you must put up with it 
if we claim the same rights as you 
do, and consequently also the great- 
est of all-that of dying for our 
country. The Czarina's favour has 
entrusted me with a regiment, Gen- 
eral, and I hope to show you, amidst 
a shower of bullets, that I am worthy 
of that favour." 

“You will not be able to do any- 
thing with her, Suwarrow,” Potem- 


kin said, with a smile; “we had 
better make peace with her, and 
allow her to take part in our coun- 
cil of war; I will answer for it that 
she does not chatter.”—“To business, 
then,” Suwarrow said: “I think we 
had better begin by besieging At- 
schakoff, and to take it before the 
Turkish army can come to its as- 
sistance.”—“That is my plan also,” 
Potemkin replied.—"In order that 
the fortress may be completely in- 
vested, and the siege not interrupt- 

” Suwarrow continued, "an in- 
dependent Army Corps must cross 
the Bug, and operate against those 
Turkish troops which are being 
massed at Troitzkoje.”—“And you 
wish to command that Army 
Corps.”—“Yes.”—“Very well, 1 will 
give you that command,” Potemkin 
said; “but you must on no account 
be venturous, and above all not risk 
a battle, as you will be opposed by 
greatly superior forces."—" Who says 
so?”—“My spies; the principal army 
of the enemy is concentrated there.” 

“I do not believe it,” Suwarrow 
said, drily.—“Peter Ogrisch, my best 
spy, saw the Grand Vizier in the 
camp, so there is no doubt about it.” 
—“Who told him that it really was 
the Grand Vizier whom he saw?"— 
“He recognised him by his dress 
of white satin trimmed with black 
sable, which, as you know, nobody 
but the Grand Vizier may wear, and 
he also saw the two herons’ plumes 
made of diamonds, on his turban; 
so I say again: Prudence—and no 
battle!” 

“I shall march off the first thing 
to-morrow morning,” Suwarrow 
said. — “Gregory Alexandrowitsch,” 
Countess Soltikoff said, turning to 
Potemkin, “allow me to join the 
Army Corps of General Suwarrow 
with my regiment"-"] beg your 
Excellency not to inflict any petti- 
coats on me."—"Why, General?” 
Potemkin replied. “Please learn to 


be gallant towards ladies" “God 
help me, I shall never learn that!” 
Suwarrow murmured.—“Perhaps you 
will, General,” Potemkin said, with 
a laugh, “if we give you such a good 
teacher as the pretty, brave Countess 
here.”—“] may go with them, then?” 
she said, much pleased.—"Yes, Count- 
ess, but do nor forget that you will 
then be under Suwarrow's com- 
mand,” was the геріу. “ОМ I will 
try my best to bring him under 
mine," she replied, laughing. 
ΝΕ 


At daybreak the next morning, 
Suwarrow and his army corps left 
the camp at Kherson, and hastened 
to encounter the Turks by forced 
marches, leaving the fortress of At- 
schakoff on the left. The Simbirsk 
regiment, commanded by Countess 
Soltikoff, formed the rear guard 
with a few sotnias of Cossacks, and 
during the whole march the General 
saw nothing of the beautiful Ama- 
zon. When the spies brought the 
information that the hostile army had 
taken up its position near Kinburn, 
and had convinced himself of the 
truth of this information by recon- 
noitering, he marched directly 
against it. 

It was a rainy summer day, dull 
and cloudy, and the troops encamped 
on the wet ground, whilst the ad- 
vanced guard of Cossacks was al- 
ready in touch of the enemy, and 
slight skirmishes with the Turkish 
irregular cavalry were occasionally 
taking place. After sunset Suwarrow 
called his staff and his chief officers 
together. 

“I shall give battle to the Turks 
to-morrow,” he said, drily. “Every- 
one must be ready by sunrise, so 
good-night, comrades.” — Then he 
turned to Countess Soltikoff.—"One 
word more with you, Madam."-As 
soon as they were alone he said, 
walking up and down with his hands 
behind his back, “I advise you once 


more to leave me, Countess, for I 
am no carpet knight, and you have 
joined a dangerous expedition. Po- 
temkin understands nothing at all of 
war. I shall not observe the Turks, 
as he intends that I should, but I 
shall attack them and defeat them.” 

"Forgive me, General, if 1 ven- 
ture to remind you of the orders 
you received and of the tactics 
which were agreed upon," the 
Countess replied. "I only do it out 
of interest for you, for I should be 
sorry were you to be unfortunate." 
—"My tactics are: “On and strike!” 
Suwarrow replied coldly, "and as 
far as regards your anxiety on my 
account, you may rely upon it that I 
shall conquer or fall."—"Very well, 
then; but allow me to share the 
danger with you, General"—"A 
battle-field is not a drawing-room." 
—“If you have become a hero, Su- 
warrow, with your weak and suf- 
fering body," the brave, handsome 
woman replied, “why should not I, 
who am strong and healthy, at any 
rate make a good soldier."—"I am 
a man, Countes."—"And I am а 
woman, and that is even something 
more.”—“So you think.” 

Thereupon Suwarrow mounted 
his horse, and rode quite near to 
the enemy's position, altogether re- 
gardless of the Turkish outposts, 
who repeatedly fired on him, and 
he convinced himself that it was 
strongly fortified, and that the Turks 
were advancing on both his flanks. 

"They intend to try and surround 
us," he grumbled to himself. “Good, 
very good; but I should like to 
know what blockhead is in com- 
mand of them." 

The day broke, the sun shone 
powerfully and dispersed the mist 
which rose into the air like columns 
of smoke. The Russians were drawn 
up in order of battle, and Suwarrow 
rode through their ranks in his plain 
uniform, and ordered the infantry 


to lay aside their cartridge-boxes.— 
“The enemy is strongly entrenched,” 
he said, “and we must attack him 
with the bayonet. Anyone who fires 
will be shot.” 

The Simbirsk regiment formed 
the reserve.—“Whatever may hap- 
pen,” Suwarrow said to the Count- 
ess, “you must not move from your 
position; only should the worst hap- 
pen and all our soldiers are fleeing, 
then lead your regiment against the 
enemy!” 

There was a low hill in front of 
the regiment, on which Suwarrow 
took up his post with his staff, and 
the Countess was at his side on a 
fiery, black horse. Although the 
celebrated hero was quite insensible 
to female charms as a rule, yet this 
woman pleased him, and certainly 
in her high riding boots and white 
breeches, her green, gold-laced uni- 
form, her three-cornered hat decor- 
ated with oakleaves, and her fair 
hair fastened with a green bow, she 
was the handsomest soldier that 
could possibly be imagined, and Su- 
warrow showed himself much more 
talkative than usual. 

"They are beginning to deploy," 
he said, pointing to the Turks whose 
muskets and flags were becoming 
visible behind the ramparts. “They 
are Janizaries, capital troops; do you 
see their white caps, which are like 
sleeves turned upside down? "—"How 
did they come ro have such a pe- 
culiar head-dress?" the Countess 
asked. 

“When the regiment was formed, 
the sheik of the dervishes blessed 
them, and cutting off a sleeve of his 
white outer robe, and putting it 
upon the head of one of the sol- 
diers, he said: "Thus they shall ter- 
rify the enemy, and be called Janit- 
schari’—that is, new troops, and they 
are not a little proud of it. The 
Sultan himself is a Janizari of the 
first rank. On the day of his coro- 


nation, when the ejab, the sword, 
is girded round him, he rides past 
the barracks of the sixty-first regi- 
ment, takes coffee and sherbet there, 
and says to the Janizaries: ‘Please 
God, we shall meet at Rome or 
Ratisbon again. An innocent pleas- 
ure, which we need not grudge 
them.”="And what is the meaning 
of the red flag which is visible 
there?” she asked.—"Those are the 
spahis, their best cavalry,” Suwar- 
row replied; “but it is time!” and 
he made the sign of the cross and 
gave the signal for the attack. 

All at once the drums beat all 
along the Russian line and all the 
regiments advanced. The artillery 
began the fire, and when the Rus- 
sians came near to the Turkish ram- 
parts, they were met with a de- 
structive discharge from the enemy’s 
infantry, but at the same moment 
the order was given to charge, and 
they all rushed upon the enemy with 
levelled bayonets and shouting loud 
“hurrahs.” 

The smoke and dust shut out the 
actual field of battle from the Gen- 
eral's sight for some time, but when 
the grey clouds divided, he saw his 
troops giving way at all points, and 
setting spurs to his horse he rode 
amongst them and encouraged them, 
and almost immediately the ranks 
recovered themselves again, and the 
whole line advanced to the attack 
once more, but just as fruitlessly as 
the first time, and the Turks raised 
loud shouts of “Allah! Allah!” whilst 
their bands joined in with a deaf- 
ening noise from their big drums, 
kertle-drums and cymbals. 

Attack after attack was repulsed, 
Then Suwarrow put himself at the 
head of his troops, and led them 
amidst a storm of bullets against the 
entrenchments, and the Russians had 
already mounted the fortifications 
in some“places, when Suwarrow re- 
ceived a shot in his body, and was 


carried back by his Adjutant, and 
then they all retreated in confusion, 
but the regiments formed up again, 
thanks to the wretched Turkish tac- 
Чез, which left them unpursued, 
and again they charged, and this 
time their retreat degenerated into 
flight, and at the same time the 
Turkish cavalry fell on the Russian 
flank. In vain did Suwarrow send 
his Cossacks against the Spahis; they 
were repulsed, the disorder be- 
came indescribable, and everybody 
thought only of saving himself. At 
that moment Suwarrow, severely 
wounded as he was, got into the 
saddle, galloped up to the Cossacks, 
and threw himself off his horse in 
their midst.—“Run away,” he said, 
“run away and give up your Gen- 
eral to the Turks!” 

These words acted like a spell. 
In a moment the whole flecing 
army stood like a wall, and the next 
instant turned against the enemy. 
At the same time the Countess ap- 
peared with her regiment, and wav- 
ing her sword, led it against the 
ramparts, which the Janizaries had 
forsaken, in order to pursue the 
fleeing Russians. She cared little for 
the chain shot which the Turkish 
artillery fired at her, and which 
mowed down whole ranks of her 
regiment, and soon she was stand- 
ing on the rampart, the bayonets of 
her soldiers bristled round her, the 
Turkish Artillerymen were cut 
down and the guns taken, and the 
Russian flag waved high above them, 
encouraging the regiments which 
were fighting on the plain. 

“Charge and strike!” That cry 
of their General which the soldiers 
knew so well, resounded from a 
thousand throats, and a terrible 
hand-to-hand fight began, and the 
Turks gave way, shot in the back 
from their own ramparts. The bat- 
tle of Kinburn was won, and whilst 
his Cossacks pursued the foc, Su- 


warrow sat down on a drum and 
wrote the following remarkable re- 
port, using a soldiers back as his 
desk:— 


“To-day mer the enemy at Kin- 
burn, and thoroughly defeated bim. 
How strong he was numerically 
I do not know, becarse | did not 
enquire. 

“Suwarrow.” 


It was night, and Suwarrow was 
lying on some straw, over which 
his historical sheepskin had been 
spread, in the little tent which had 
been erected for him. The army 
surgeon had just extracted the bul- 
let and put on the bandage, when 
the Countess entered covered with 
blood and dust, and with the red 
and yellow flag of the thirteenth 
regiment of Janizaries in her hand, 
whilst soldiers followed her with 
the kertle-drums, which were con- 
sidered to be the Palladium” of the 
Janizaries far more than the flag. 
"I bring you these trophies, Gen- 
eral,” she said, proudly, “as a proof 
that a woman knows occasionally 
how to use something besides a 
cooking spoon.”—Suwarrow smiled, 
and gave her his hand.—“I hope you 
are unhurt,” he said.—"But you are 
wounded!" the beautiful woman 
cried, full of sympathy.—“The 
wound is nor dangerous,” the sur- 
geon said; “but the General requires 
rest and care, and I shall stop with 
him to-night."—"No, that is my busi- 
ness,” the Countess interposed 
quickly; “when a woman has shed 
blood, it is all the more her duty 


* The statue of Pallas, (or Miner- 

va) which fell from Heaven at 
Troy, and was carried off by Ulys- 
ses and Diomed, after the fall of 
that place, as the safety of the City 
was supposed to depend on the 
possession of the image.—(Trans- 
LATOR.) 


to heal wounds, but you will allow 
me first of all, General, to make 
myself comfortable.” 

She left the tent, only to return 
in a short time in Turkish slippers 
and a light dressing-gown; then she 
dismissed all the others and sat by 
the side of the wounded man for 
the whole night, giving him his 
medicine, and from time to time 
changing his bandages. 

When one of his Adjutants came 
into Suwarrow’s tent the next morn- 
ing, the General gave him a sign 
to keep still, and pointing to the 
Countess, who had fallen asleep 
on a bundle of straw with her head 
on a field-kettle, he said: “Just look 
at her; can you picture a more love- 
ly woman to yourself.” 

Although Potemkin’s pleasure at 
the victory of Kinburn was very 
great, he still felt something akin 
to envy towards Suwarrow. He 
congratulated him in the most flat- 
tering words, but he withdrew sev- 
eral regiments from his corps, and 
amongst them that of Countess Sol- 
tikoff, and attached them to his 
own, in order to make it impossible 
for Suwarrow to undertake any 
more military enterprises. The con- 
queror at Kinburn was thus con- 
demned to watch the Turkish army 
during the whole summer, whilst 
Potemkin began the siege of the 
fortress of Atschakoff, situated on 
the Black Sea in July 1788. The 
siege, however, made but little prog- 
ress, the bombardment did not an- 
noy the Turks nearly as much as 
the Russians from the intolerable 
heat, and when at length pestilence 
broke out in the camp, the campaign 
which had begun so successfully, 
seemed as if it were going to take 
another turn. 

It is true that the winter checked 
the terrible pestilence that had deci- 
mated the ranks of the Russians; 


but now, as a natural consequence 
of Potemkin's insufficient prepara- 
tions, shortness of provisions set in. 
However, just when they were in 
the greatest straits, Potemkin sent 
off General Hahn to take over the 
command of the corps which was 
stationed on the river Bug, and re- 
quested Suwarrow to come to him. 

The General was astonished when 
he saw the condition of the troops 
and of the siege works, and on the 
other hand the magnificent Palace of 
wood which Potemkin had built 
for himself in the camp, and which 
rather resembled a harem, on ac- 
count of the beautiful women in 
magnificent furs who enlivened it, 
rather than the head-quarters of a 
General. 

Whilst the soldiers were half 
starving and nearly frozen to death, 
here there were fêtes, sleigh parties, 
balls and concerts which vied with 
those at St. Petersburg; and there 
was even a small, private theatre, in 
which French comedies were acted 
by the ladies and officers. 

Suwarrow would not accept the 
quarters which were offered him 
in that fairy-like abode, but had a 
tent erected for himself amongst 
his soldiers, and slept on straw, like 
they did, and the Countess found 
him thus the next morning, He was 
lying on his Spartan bed in his 
uniform, and covered with his old 
sheepskin, and was studying a map; 
but when he saw the beautiful 
woman who stood before him so 
unexpectedly, majestic as a queen 
in her costly sables, he sprang up 
and gave her both his hands.—“You 
up so early?" he cried in astonish- 
ment.—“Of course | am!" she re- 
plied, smiling. "I am nor one of 
Potemkin's Odalisks, who feel the 
cold cven in front of a roaring fire 
and wrapped up in sheepskins. 1 
bathe in snow every morning, like 
our soldiers do, and that keeps one 


brisk and healthy."-"And beauti- 
ful!” Suwarrow added. 

The Countess did not seem to 
wish to take any notice of his com- 
pliments.—"Well, what do you think 
of our position?” she continued, 


оп? 
with ап ironical smile on her beauti- 
ful lips.—“We shall make no prog- 
ress in this way,” Suwarrow growl- 
ed, “and a breach is not to be 
thought of, so nothing remains but 
to risk a general assault.”—“You 
know perfectly well, General, that 
Potemkin will never make up his 
mind to it"—"But you must be 
freezing to death, Suwarrow," she 
suddenly exclaimed. "You have no 
bed and not even a fur!"—"I beg 
your pardon;" and with a smile the 
General pointed to his old peasants’ 
sheepskin.—“This and my uniform 
constitute my whole wardrobe, and 
T sleep just as well on this straw 
as you do on your bed of down. But 
to return to the war—this Potemkin 
understands just as much about war 
as you do, Madam!” 

She threatened him with her up- 
lifted finger.-" Well, I should cer- 
tainly prefer to be under your or- 
ders than under his, Countess;” he 
hastily added.—“But now you must 
come with me, General,” the fair 
Amazon replied; “we will inspect 
our batteries, and then breakfast to- 
gether.” 

Suwarrow left his tent with the 
Countess, and seemed as if he were 
going to walk respectfully about a 
yard from her side, but she ex- 
claimed with a look that demanded 
unquestioning obedience: “Not like 
that; give me your arm!”—“What 
will my soldiers think if I am walk- 
ing with a lady?" Suwarrow re- 
plied —“You are not walking with 
any lady or with any favourite,” 
the Countess said, cutting him short, 
“but with a comrade who has smelt 
powder!” And then, without wait- 
ing for his reply, she took his arm 


and they went through the tents, 
and a singular couple they were 
the weak man in his shabby uni- 
form, and the tall, handsome woman 
in her magnificent furs, with her 
silk train dragging behind her in 
the snow. 


The Turkish Generals in the for- 
tress, who were kept well-informed 
of the condition of the Russians by 
spies and deserters, and who heard 
daily fairy tales about the lovely 
Sultanas and Amazons by whom 
Potemkin was surrounded, at last 
decided on a nocturnal sally, with 
the intention of destroying the siege 
works, or at any rate of gaining pos- 
session of the Russian houris in the 
general confusion, but before this, 
they sent an officer with a flag of 
truce, in order to make the Russians 
believe that the fortress was unten- 
able, and about to surrender, and 
Sagardschi Pacha, the commander of 
the 24th regiment of Janizaries, was 
entrusted with this mission. 

It so happened that on the day 
when he came up to the Russian 
lines under the protection of the 
white flag, the Simbirsk regiment 
were occupying the outposts, and 
Countess Soltikoff received the of- 
ficer with the flag of truce in her 
magnificent tent, that rather re- 
sembled an elegant lady's boudoir 
than a Colonel’s quarters, and as it 
was still early in the morning he 
found her in the most captivating 
female attire. The Turk looked at 
the beautiful woman (who was half 
lying unveiled on a couch, in a 
white satin dressing-gown trimmed 
with sable, and whose hair, which 
shone like gold, and which was con- 
fined only by a white ribbon, fell 
down over her full rounded shoul- 
ders) in speechless admiration, and 
then he inclined himself humbly 
before her, with his arms crossed 
over his breast. By her dress, which, 


with its furs, reminded him of the 
official costume of the Grand Vizier, 
he took her to be a sort of Russian 
female Grand Vizier, and this all 
the more because when he asked 
her where the commander was, the 
Countess designated herself as such. 

Sagardschi Pacha was himself an 
extremely handsome man, and for a 
moment the handsome man and the 
beautiful woman, who were both 
accustomed to see slaves at their 
feet, and who were both worthy of 
it, stood opposite to each other in 
silence, and then the Turk stated 
his errand, He offered to surrender 
the fortress, but demanded that the 
garrison should be allowed to march 
out free, with their weapons, flying 
colours and their band playing. 

The Countess replied that the 
commandant should receive a reply 
the next day.—“I hope you will not 
accept our surrender,” the Pacha 
said, whose dark eyes had rested 
uninterruptedly оп the beautiful, 
fair woman from the North with 
devouring ardour—“And why?"— 
“Because you are the most beautiful 
woman that I have ever seen,” the 
Pacha said, “and I will risk my 
head, if the conflict continues, in 
order that you may adorn my 
seraglio before the moon is at the 
full, you white rose in the garden of 
Paradise!” 

The Countess laughed —“And sup- 
pose the opposite happens, and you 
fall into my hands, Mussulman, what 
do you think that I shall do with 
you?”—“You will make me your 
slave.”—"I shall chain you up out- 
side my tent like a dog,” the Ama- 
zon cried; and with that she dis- 
missed the bearer of the flag of 
truce, 

On the same day, a Russian de- 
serter, who was wearing the uni- 
form of the Simbirsk regiment, ar- 
rived at the fortress, and was taken 
before Sagardschi Pacha. 


“Why have you deserted your 
flag?” he asked him.—"Because 1 
dared to raise my eyes to the lovely 
woman who commands us,” the 
deserter replied —“Are you talking 
of your Grand Vizier, the woman 
with the golden hair, and the eyes 
in which the blue skies are reflect- 
ed.”—"Yes, mighty Vizier."-"And 
what did she do to you?"—"She had 
me flogged as if 1 had been a dog.” 
—"That is like her, for she had the 
intelligence of а mufti and the dig- 
nity of a Sultan," the Pacha said, 
with a sigh.—"l have come to you 
because I wish го be avenged on the 
proud woman; she has sworn that 
before the moon is at the full she 
will chain you up like a dog; but 
before then she shall be your slave, 
Grand Vizier."—"If you can man- 
age this, Giaour, you shall have an 
Imperial recompense, such as the 
great Sultan is in the habit of giving 
his servants as their reward."—"She 
will be on outpost duty until to- 
morrow morning,” the deserter said. 
“To-day she is giving the officers 
and soldiers a grand entertainment, 
for since the offer of surrender the 
whole Russian camp has been lulled 
into the most perfect security, and 
by midnight they will all be toler- 
ably well drunk."—" What! The wo- 
men also?” the Turk cried, horri- 
fied.—“Certainly!”—“Allah! Allah!” 
the Pacha said, with a sigh; “even 
the white rose in the garden of 
Paradise drinks?”—“You тау be 
sure of that, and something much 
stronger than dew,” was the de- 
serter's reply; “she will certainly not 
be sober. If you venture on a sortie, 
and I guide you, they will all fall 
into your hands without a blow.” 

When evening had come, there 
certainly was much more light than 
usual in the quarters of the Simbirsk 
regiment, and from time to time 
sounds of music were heard pro- 
ceeding from it. The Pacha had 


taken his measures, and at midnight 
he left the fortress at thc hcad of 
his regiment of infantry, оо strong, 
and of the о cavalry soldiers who 
were attached to every regiment of 
Janissaries. They found the extreme 
Russian outposts quite intoxicated, 
and took them prisoners without a 
shot being fired, or any blood being 
shed; and then they pressed forward 
on foot, led by their officers, into 
the camp of the Simbirsk regiment, 
whilst the Pacha, with his picked 
horsemen, each of whom on his 
fiery horse, with his helmet-like 
head-dress and high plumes, in white 
caftan and fox sable-skins, looked 
like a pacha also, galloped towards 
the magnificent tent of the beauti- 
ful Countess, which was lighted up 
with Bengal lights. 

Instead, however, of finding only 
lovely women and defenceless men, 
suddenly everything sprang to life 
in all the tents, trenches, and bat- 
teries, and thousands of bayonets 
met him and his soldiers on every 
side. The deserter had been an emis- 
sary of the Countess, who had led 
the Pacha into her snares. 

“Surrender!” she cried to the out- 
witted soldiers; “otherwise I shall 
have you all put to the sword”; and 
after a brief consultation the Turks 
all laid down their arms, whilst the 
Countess hastened to receive her 
captive —“Well,” she said, in cruel 
mockery, “you will have time 
enough to practise barking to-night, 
for to-morrow you shall be chained 
up without mercy, as I promised 


you.”—“I am your slave; do with, 


me what you please,” the Turk re- 
plied, and threw himself down be- 
fore her with his face to the ground, 
while he kissed the hem of her robe. 
But the lovely woman remained un- 
moved, and the next day she had a 
wooden dog-kennel erected in front 
of her tent, and had the poor, en- 
amoured Turk chained to it. 


In the evening, when she was en- 
tertaining Potemkin's favourite la- 
dies and her officers at a gay repast, 
she was suddenly seized by the ludi- 
crous fancy to make her dog, as 
she called the Pacha, bark. She had 
him called by her lady’s maid, and 
when he did not obey, but remained 
lying as he had been for several 
hours, with thorough Oriental in- 
difference, she sprang up and cried, 
“We will just see who is master now 
—he ος 1.’-"Yes, he shall bark,” the 
whole mischievous pack of beautiful, 
fashionable ladies who were assem- 
bled in her tent cried, and in a 
moment they were all wrapped in 
their furs and had hurried out. When 
they stood round him laughing, the 
Turk, who was surprised, and, as 
it were, intoxicated by all the charms 
which they exposed to his sight 
without any shyness or reserve, let 
his dark eyes roam from one to the 
other, equally admiring the slim, 
graceful Potozka, and the Greek, 
who was glowing with passion, the 
elegant Monsigny and the voluptu- 
ous Miinnich; but at length they 
rested on Countess Soltikoff, who 
exhibited her cruelty суеп more 
seductively than usual. 

“Will you bark, dog?” she asked 
quietly, at which the other ladies 
burst out into loud laughter.—The 
Turk shook his head obstinately.— 
“Were 1 in your place, I should flog 
him until he did as I told him,” the 
Polish woman said, and certainly 
there was a diabolical expression in 
her dark eyes—"You are right," 
Countess Soltikoff replied, and she 
quickly produced her whip, which 
was an appendix which no Russian 
Venus of the last century was ever 
without.—“I shall flog you to death 
if you do not bark on the spot,” she 
cried, with a look which excluded 
all hope of mercy. 

And then the Pacha resigned him- 
self to his fate, whilst the cruel and 


beautiful women stood round him 
and shook with laughter. 
"э е 


In the beginning of December, 
1788, there had been another, heavy 
fall of snow, which made the roads 
in the south of Russia, which were 
already bad enough, altogether im- 
practicable, and cut off the army 
before Atschakoff from all its sup- 
plies, so that Potemkin with his 
soldiers and beautiful Sultanas were 
in danger of dying of hunger. When 
their misery was at its height, the 
soldiers went to Suwarrow, and 
begged for his advice and help: 

“Little father, Alexander Wassil- 
jewitsch,” they complained, “we 
have nothing to eat, our boots are 
in holes, and the wind blows in 
through a hundred rags in our uni- 
form. Help us, little father, Suwar- 
row!”—“There is no deliverance for 
any of us, except by an assault,” the 
General replied. “We must take At- 
schakoff-or die!” 

The words of Suwarrow, whom 
the whole army worshipped, went 
from mouth to mouth, and at last 
the soldiers combined together; and 
that night thousands of them, with 
green boughs of fir-trees їп their 
helmets and burning wisps of straw 
in their hands, marched through 
the camp to the wooden palace of 
the Taurian, and demanded the as- 
sault of Atschakoff. Potemkin, who 
was forced to it by the terrible sit- 
uation in which he found himself, 
and which left him no choice, gave 
his consent with a heavy heart, for 
he was as afraid of shedding his sol- 
diers’ blood as he was anxious about 
the result. He entrusted Suwarrow 
with the command of the storming- 
party, and the latter made his prep- 
arations with his usual unequalled 
energy. 

On the evening of December 17, 
volunteers were called for from 
every regiment, who were to form 


the first storming column, which was 
generally as good as sacrificed be- 
forehand, because it was the first 
to encounter the mines and the che- 
vaux de frise. Six hundred men were 
required, but, as Suwarrow himself 
was to lead them, several thousands 
volunteered, and they were drawn 
by lot. 

Countess Soltikoff was “also 
amongst those who had volunteered, 
and she managed it so that the lot 
fell upon her. 

“General, I shall be at your side!” 
she said to Suwarrow.—"God for- 
bid!” he replied.—"And why, pray?” 
—"Because in that case I should, for 
the first time in my life, feel afraid.” 
—“Afraid for me?” the handsome 
Amazon asked, agreeably surprised. 
—"Well-yes, Countess; and so | 
beg you to remain in camp.”-“No, 
Suwarrow, I shall not remain there!” 
she replied, quickly, with her mag- 
nificent energy. "I should almost die 
of fright if | were not with you, 
so you must allow me to conquer 
or to die with you to-day!" 

The memorable night of Decem- 
ber 17 came on, and without tap 
of drum, and with their feet wrap- 
ped in straw, the first column, which 
was led by Suwarrow himself, in 
front, without a shot in their mus- 
kets and without cartridge-boxes, 
whilst the others followed at a dis- 
tance of a thousand paces, the Rus- 
sians set themselves in motion. 

The volunteers were already 
standing close to the moat, when 
Suwarrow made the sign of the 
cross and was the first to leap into 
it, whilst the others rushed after 
him. The attack was a complete 
success, the Turkish outposts were 
surprised and killed, and the ram- 
parts stormed. Not a shot was fired 
—it was all bayonet work. But just 
then the alarm was given in the 
fortress, and the Janizaries rushed 
оп to the bastions from all sides. 


The regiments that followed were 
received everywhere by a murder- 
ous fire, whilst a portion of the 
garrison made a sortie at the same 
time, and cut Suwarrow and his six 
hundred men off from the rest of 
the army. 

The Countess, followed by only 
a few volunteers from her own regi- 
ment, had first of all planted the 
Russian flag on the walls of Atscha- 
koff and cut down the Turkish gun- 
ners, then she had pressed forward 
into the streets of the town, and 
had been surrounded there on all 
sides. At the moment when it was 
important for Suwarrow to form a 
connection with the other storming 
columns, he suddenly missed the 
Countess. He called her loudly, but 
there was no reply. Seized by mortal 
dread, instead of holding the bat- 
tery which had been taken, he 
threw himself into the town with 
his soldiers, animated by the sole 
idea of saving her. For a short time 
everything seemed lost—the storm- 
ers began to give way, and the 
Turks raised a bestial shout of vic- 
tory. But just then Prince Repnin 
heard that Suwarrow was cut off, 
and throwing himself from his horse 
in the midst of his soldiers, he seized 
the flag, and cried, “Suwarrow, our 
father, is a prisoner! Follow me, 
whoever is no coward!” 

"Suwarrow—Suwarrow is a pris- 
oner! Save Suwarrow!” ran from 
mouth to mouth, 

They all rushed to the assault 
again, and Prince Repnin was the 
first to gain an entrance with two 
regiments, and brought timely as- 
sistance to Suwarrow, who was al- 
ready threatened in the rear. 

That hero now led his men for- 
ward without a check, cutting down 
the Janizaries in front of him, until 
he saw the white plume of the 
Countess again, who was standing, 
surrounded by only a few soldiers, 


leaning against a house, with a mus- 
ket in her hand, and defending her- 
self with all the last strength of 
despair. 

“Do not kill her!—she must fall 
into our hands alive!” the Turks 
cried to one another, for each of 
them wished to possess the lovely 
woman. 

But just then Suwarrow fell on 
them, a sword in one hand and a 
Cossack's lance in the other, drove 
them asunder, and delivered the 
Countess, who seized his hand and 
pressed it to her heart in feverish 
excitement. Then, for the first time, 
Suwarrow noticed that she was 
bleeding. 

“You are wounded!” he ex- 
claimed.—“I think so," she replied, 
feebly.—“Tell me where, for God's 
sake!” 

She pointed to her left arm; he 
soon discovered the place; and whilst 
shots were falling all round them, 
and the groans of the wounded and 
dying were mingling with the bat- 
tle-cry of the combatants, he pressed 
his lips to the wound, and began to 
staunch the blood thus. 

A terrible slaughter and unparal- 
lelled bloodshed ensued; and when 
the sun rose, the Russian flag waved 
from every rampart and tower, Аг- 
schakoff had fallen. 

ΝΣ 

For three days the town was 
sacked; thirty thousand slain of both 
sides covered the battle-field of At- 
schakoff; and when Potemkin saw 
the sight—perceived his own dead 
and maimed soldiers—he began to 
weep aloud: for selfishness and bru- 
tality were curiously mingled with 
magnanimity and kindness in this 
barbarian. 

After they had buried the fallen 
Russians, the dead bodies of the 
Janizaries were heaped up on the 
hard, frozen River Liman, in order 
that the coming ice-floe might car- 


ry them into the sea; and the Киз 
sian ladies of Potemkin's suite came 
in sledges, and, wrapped in their 
magnificent furs, drove round these 
horrible pyramids, in order to ad- 
mire the vigorous bodies of the dead 
Janizaries—a scene to make men’s 
hair stand on end. 

For the victory of Atschako 
temkin received the Grand Ribbon 
of the Order of St. George, a hun- 
dred thousand roubles, the title of 
a Hetman of the Cossacks, and a 
Field Marshal’s baton, set with dia- 
monds and surrounded with laurels; 
but Suwarrow received a yet more 
splendid reward. 

Countess Soltikoff's wound was so 
trifling, that she could leave her bed 
in a few days; and as she was 
ting in her easy-chair, wrapped in 
her warm furs, for the first time 
Suwarrow came to ask after her. 

“You are very pale still, Count- 
ess,” he remarked.—“And you as 


b. 


yet paler, General,” she replied, with 
a smile. “One might almost think 
that you had received a far more 
dangerous wound."—"lt is indeed so, 
Countess!” he said, with a sigh. 
“Popular superstition declares that 
опе belongs, body and soul, to the 
person whose blood one has drunk, 
and this seems to be the truth in my 
case. You have me on a chain, like 
the unfortunate Pacha, and, if you 
wish it, I shall be able to bark at 
the moon shortly outside your tent!” 
—“No, Generali” the Countess said, 
with a look that sent a delicious 
shiver through him; “I know a bet- 
ter place for you!"-"And where 
might that be?”—“At my feet, Su- 
warrow!-for it is not far from there 
to my heart!” 

But already the hero of Kinburn 
and Atschakoff was lying on his 
knees before her, and the brave and 
handsome woman threw her arms 
round him with fervent love. 


О fair undress, best dress! 
The Castle of Indolence 


The corsets and bustles occupied one counter; there were 
stitched corsets, long-waisted corsets, armour-like boned corsets, 
above all white silk corsets with coloured fan stitching on them, 
of which a special display had been arranged that day; there 
was an army of dummies without heads or legs, nothing but 
torsos lined up, their dolls’ breasts flattened beneath the silk 

.. On the other side there were camisoles, little bodices, tea- 
gowns, dressing-gowns, made of lawn, nainsook and lace, and 
long white garments, loose and diaphanous, which conjured up 
visions of long drawn-out lazy mornings succeeding nights of 
love... The display in the trousseau department was lavish 
and indiscrect—it was Woman . . . soon to become alive with the 
life of flesh and blood, sweet-smelling and warm with the fra- 
grance of love . . . Eire ZoLa, Ladies’ Delight, 

translated by April FitzLyon 


Tiger Stripes 
A striped blouse in a clearing by Bazille 
Is, you may say, а patroness of boughs 
Too queenly kind toward nature to be kin. 
But ceremony never did conceal, 
Save to the silly eye, which all allows, 
How much we are the woods we wander їп... 


Ho-hum, I am for wit and wakefulness, 
‘And love this feigning lady by Bazille. 
What's lightly hid is deepest understood, 
And when with social smile and formal dress 
‘She teaches leaves to curtsey and quadrille, 
1 think there are most tigers in the wood. 
RICHARD WILBUR, Ceremony 


Scrimshaw is the practice of carving bone and ivory, especially 
whales’ teeth, into intricate patterns and objects. The museum 
has innumerable pretty specimens, from walking sticks with 
knobbly heads to dainty needle-cases and birdcages. A favourite 
product was the ornamented busk used to support the front of a 
19th-century corset. One of these is inscribed with the lines: 

Accept, dear girl, this busk from me; 
Carved by my humble hand. 

I took it from a Sparm Whale’s Jaw, 
One thousand miles from land! 

In many a gale 

Has been the Whale 

In which this bone did rest. 

His time is past 

His bone at last 

Must now support thy brest. 


James Morris, Coast to Coast 


Fireman’s Lift 

Harriette was a perfect nightmare in the same room with you, 
taking as much pains in doing up her fine hair and folding her 
laced nightcap and gown as if she were preparing for a ballroom. 
I once remonstrated with her on the folly of spending two hours 
thus and then waking me out of my sleep to give my opinion of 
how her nightclothes became her, whether she looked more like 
Cleopatra waiting for Antony or Potiphar’s wife when trying to 
seduce Joseph... Her reply was: “ Suppose there were to be 
a fire, I should so like to be admired as I descended the ladder.” 


Confessions of Julia Johnstone, 1825 


When I look at young girls and think of all the crazy things 
they're going to have to wear before they get through, I wonder they 


have the courage to grow up. Cänisrostme Moi 
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These have never been offered for 
sale before. 
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WHY NOT MANTILLAS FOR 
CASUAL WEAR ? 

Q “ I hate women in head scarves and 
turbans. They may be all right for 
country sports meetings, but in town they 
look horrid, and do nothing for the 
pretty faces underneath them,” writes 
“ Beauly Lover ” from Eomdon. “ While 
in Spain I admired the lovely Spanish 
girls in their graceful mantillas. Why 


couldn't English girls who don't want to 
wear a hat adopt the mantilla instead of 
those awful, graceless head-squares ? ” 


a We agree, and show lovely Estrelita 
Rodriguez’ wearing a black lace 
mantilla, which consists of a yard and a 
quarter of 20-inch lace, just draped over 
the head. Her dress is of the same black 
lace mounted over a peach taffeta 
foundation. _A lovely style for evening 
wear, and for day wear a loose-knit 
fine ‘wool mantilla would be warm, 
practical, and graceful. 

Mantillas can be worn in any colour 
at all, and lace by the yard is made in all 
colours and can be got quite reasonably. 
We are all for mantillas, which add 
something to a woman’s mystery, and 
which only need some smart girls to 
start wearing to become a craze. 


IS SHE TOO OLD FOR PIERCING ? 


af 
a have a longing to have my ears 
pierced to wear a pair of real gold ear 
rings my grand-daughter gave me," writes 
Mrs. Dean of Manchester. “ My friends 
ell me that, owing to my age, piercing 
might not be successful as the skin loses 
its healing power. Could you advise me ? 
I don't like to bother my doctor with 
such a triviality." 


@ The skin never loses its healing 
power, though age sometimes slows 
it down a bit. A friend of ours had her 
ears pierced at 60 quite successfully by a 
jeweller. We are throwing open your 
question for our readers to answer, and 
meanwhile, we congratulate you for not 
losing pride in your appearance. А 
smart old lady is a tonic for the eye- 
sight anywhere, and your earrings 
(double drop gold oval type) sound 
lovely. 


THOSE ANKLE-LENGTH BOOTEES 
QR,” Can you sell me where 1 can get 
‘ankle-length bootees made of soft 
leather or suede, with a cuffed top, and 
an inside leg lacing?” asks “ Climber.” 
“1 saw those bootees in a film some 
years ago called * Daughter of the 
Jungle, but though I made a mental note, 
the details evade me, and I have searched 
shoe-shops in vain for this style of 
bootee, which I need for tree climbing.” 
a We managed to get a print from the 
film, showing Lois Hall wearing the 
bootees you describe, but these were 
specially made for her, and we think 
yours will have to be also. If you take 
along the picture to any maker of hand- 
made shoes, or a theatrical shoe maker, 
the bootees can be made up to your 
requirements. 


THE GIRLS WHO REALLY 
FOUGHT 
Reader “ O'Brian” of the Isle of 
Wight asks us the following question, 
“ Reading your remarks in the May 
issue of Life on the film * Oklahoma," 
could you please inform me if Gloria 
Grahame, and Barbara Lawrenve really 
fought, or whether doubles were used. I 
have tried to find out this information but 
have so far been unsuccessful." 
Q No doubles were used for that fight 
scene, the stars themselves. really 
fought each other—time after time— 
until the “take” was successful, then 
good-humouredly put arnica on their 
bruises, plaster on their scratches, and 
went off and had coffee together. It is 
nót the stars who demand doubles, as a 
rule, but the studios, for if an expensive 
player gets injured they can hold up 
production of the film at an enormous 
cost, but Gloria Grahame and Barbara 
Lawrence played every bit of that fight 
scene in person. 
DEBUNKING LEG WORSHIP 
Q “This assumption that soldiers 
‘prefer pin-up girls showing a length 
of leg makes me sick,” moans “ Jonah 
Elias," who goes on to say, "Men are 
mot as interested in legs as the films and 
newspapers try to make us out to be. 
Lots of charming girls have frankly ugly 
legs, but we fall in love wich them just the 
same.” 

Oh boy, we know the answer to 
hat! When skirts became shorter, 
stocking manufacturers began to reap a 
rich harvest, likewise the garter and 
shoe merchants. Result, they publicised 
he leg. They photographed it in the 
sheerest of silk and the highest of heels. 
It was a novelty at first, because hitherto 
women had kept their under-pinnings 
rigorously concealed. Well, a demand 
once supplied goes on, and long after 
the novelty of seeing feminine legs drawn 
and photographed had worn off, the 
stage took it up and showed legs and 
more legs, and they are still doing it. 


WHAT АСЕ FOR HIGH HEELS? 
(8. | My daughter is clamouring for a 

pair of high heeled shoes for outdoor 
wear and she is only fourteen.” writes 
Mr. G., of Blackpool. “As I am a 
widower I would like your advice. When 
should a girl be allowed to wear her first 
pair of high heeled shoes ? " 


As soon as she is sixteen, or has 
left school. If she is still a schoolgirl 
at 16, these should be kept for " non- 
uniform " wear or parties, and never 
worn to school. Fourteen is too young 
for high heels for out-of-door wear in 
our opinion. The charm of a young girl 
lies in her looking like one. No girl 
should go straight from low heels into 
high. The first pair of heeled shoes 
should be Cuban, then a low Louis ; 
followed by a high Louis heel, and then, 
by degrees, into the narrow Spanish 
heel its small heel-point. In this 
way both grace of movement and foot 
health is protected. 


Sceptical 

Of course we “ don't write the letters 
in the office.” We are much too busy 
deciding which of the voluminous 
correspondence is of sufficient interest 
for our pages. Nor are we * blue-noséd 
kill joys.” 


Mrs. Merryweather 

The story of your treatment of your 
orphaned maid sickened us, whether it 
was true or not (and we incline to the 
latter view). We shall nof publish letters 
on this topic—ever. 


Dean and Jean 


We cannot advise you in such a 
problem, but if you are in doubt whether 
what you are doing is right, then stop 
doing it. Doubt is always the result of 
conscience. 
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so, vou THINK т ΔΝ W THESNATCH WILL COME OFF 
LOOK ENOUGH LIKE 1E, WHEN "LA FEMME LEAVES a 
“LA FEMME WORLDS THE ΘΥΜ----ΤΗΕΝ YOU, MISS 


(С, CHAMP WOMAN CORDAY, WILL TAKE HER PLACE! 


WRESTLER, TO PASS 


И 
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OKAY--- BUT REMEMBER-- 

AFTER THE KIDNAP, SHE |S TO 

BE KEPT SAFE AND 
UNHARMEDI! 


HEY, WAIT JUSTA MINUTE! 
WHERE D' YOU GET OFF 
TALKIN’T'ME LIKE THAT- 2 
DON'T CHA BE FOR- 
GETIN IM PART CE 
| THIS SET-UP! у 


AND DON'T YOU FORGET IT'S 
MY MONEY THATS BACKING THIS 
LITTLE EPISODE AND ME IN THE 
STARRING ROLE -- YOU DO AS I 
SAY -=- NOW GET OUT--I'M TIRED 

OF SMELLING YOU! 


MeanwniLe across TOWN, ANITA, PROFESIONALLY KNOWN AS'LA-FEMME” 
WORLDS CHAMPION WOMAN WRESTLER, IS WORKING OUT IN A PRIVATE GYM, 
UNDER THE WATCHFUL EYE OF HER MANAGER, CATHY SIMMS....- 


LA-FEMME LOOKS 


SHES WORKING HARI 
AND EARNEST- BOY] 
WHAT AN ARM LOCK] 


WORK, BABE WORK- - HA HA -- 1] 
ANITAS NOT CHANCING HER С 
AGAINST THE BLONDE BOMBSHELL” 
SHE TANGLES WITH NEXT WEEK 


Y you Two 
MAIDENS OF MAYHEM, X WHEW’: TLL GO 
BREAK ΙΤ UP AND FOR THAT CATHY. 


HIT THE SHOWERS!! IM KINDA TIRED 
AFFER THAT JOUST! 


GUESS 1 SHOULD LAY 
ON MY LOVE LIFE EH 


| | ` 
hay Aa 


WE WON'T TWIST YOUR ARM... BUT... 


if you want to make sure you don't miss 
a single issue of ULTRA, Send only $15 
for the next ten issues! ULTRA is the 
only publication of Girl Wrestling and 
the Dominant Female. Sent in plain wrap 
end FREE: our special letters and much 
more. 


ULTRA SPORTS CO., 1158 Btway., N.Y.C. 

Please enter my subscription to 
Ultra for which I enclose $15. Start 
my subscription with No. __ 
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